The  Bird  with  a  Broken  Wing 

Song 

Words  by 

Will  Allen  Dromgoole 


Music  by 

Florence  Golson 


Price  60  cents 


The  John  Church  Company 

Cincinnati  New  York  London 
"The  House  Devoted  to  the  Progress  of  American  Music" 


-JCl 


2 


Dedicated  to  Helen  Keller 


The  Bird  with  a  Broken  Wing 


Words  by 

WILL  ALLEN  DROMGOOLE 


Music  by 

FLORENCE  GOLSON 


Moderate  espressivo 


-GH 

■y-k  n 

■■ 

?  U  O 

Tv  ^  - - - -1 - - 1 

ri  L  .  a 

p  J 

F  L - L 

/  Jr  1  P  U  a .   >  “ 

E 

9 

w  vm 

1  ^ 

n 

V - \ 

1  rr^  v  ? 

U  0  I  7  ..  / 

_ 

/  lega 

to 

#1 

K 

— -  - : 

ir 

f  _ , _ 1 _ 44 _ i _ _ 

i  

s 

F 

1  r 

r  w  t  *  if  * 

< 

1  • 

V  ^ 

-1  » 

~  0  £  1 7 

1 & 1 

1  j 

1  7  V' 

J  L 

r»  r  ,  . .L 

J 

P1 - L 

m/V/  tempo 


5 


n.-  ihJ  Ji 


Why  don’t  you  fly  with  the 


5 


H  bh* 


•  '  I.  :;,2 

I  i  h 


IF 


I 

rit. 


PP 


m 


mfsostenuto 


Vi/ 


|A^V-f  J1  J  ib  J>  1 1'  j;  p 


birds  some-time?  Said  the  Wind  to  the  night  -  in  -  gale; 


17828-6 


Copyright,  MCMXVIII,byThe  John  Church  Company 
International  Copyright 


UPB 

Made  in  the  U.  S.  A. 


3 


.  accel. 

i?!V-  1;-  &  b  l. 


frit. 


r  t  e  ip  p  p  f  > 


Why  don’t  you  rise  to  the  heights  sub-lime 


A 


lento  ben  marcato 


£=f 

F=fF 

a "  ,  « 

[J  . .  J 

Ff= 

•  "  '  ~  T~: 

- 

=¥= 

P  b  ■  r= 

2= 

P  fr-V1-1 

•  •  ■  • 

m  » 

^ 

- % - 

2 

night  -  in -gale,  why  don’t  you  fly? 


17828  -6 


4 


a  tempo,  legando 


fe  4  - 


m 


"f 


5 


JMii  Ji  ^  If  f  ^ 

le  night-in- gale  paused  on  a  ling-’ring  note, _  To 


The  night-in- gale  paused  on  a  ling-’ring  note,. 


i 


tfn  i  » 


kb 


TT 


rm 


r 


1  :|  | 


-O- 


rm 


y 

nip 


V 


bVuI  » 


3E 


TT 


TT 


TT 


TT 


i: 


# - — #■■----# 


hear  what  the  ten-der  wind  said;. 


She  si-lenced  the  mel-o-dy  in  her 


i! 


TT 


TT 


IXT 


r  t  f  s 


T:| 


? 


7  *  r  :t 


f 


S| 


XE 


m 


TT 


TT 


TT 


17828-6 


m 


a  tempo 


NBBEfBl  - 


? ~K"'j  V  -h  h 

* - r — •  m  »  ~aH aP 


=2: 


»  * 


I  know  that  the  dis  -  tant 


i 


£=2 


Frt 


r=rr^ 


m/  sostennto 


=fc 


4 


accel. 


\  J  Ji 


/  rit 


m 


* 


know  that  the  kiss  of  the  sun 


is  there,  In 


am-ber  and  ame-thyst 


t 


5 


U*; 


®- 


*1- 


rit. 


accel . 


it; 


17828  -6 


6 


mp 


acc'm. 


lento 


IP 


s 


And  I  hear  when  your  love _  ca 


wakes  the  Spring,  But 


mf  a  tempo  agitato 


r-y  i  b,  u  a  ~  -v— - 

L 

k 

k 

k 

/™  h  ~y  Tr  ..  >. .  - 

-V-- 

£ 

£ 

^ 

i 

-\ 

v 

- - A  * - 

-S. 

Fri "  7^ ?  a  ?  s 

 J 

1 

)  „ 

J 

.  )  -j 

,,  J 

r 

51 

vj   z  4  ? l_ i 

i&  1  M 

J  a 

a 

t 

i  1  a 

•  a 

_ 

■  J  m  J 

_  “But  oh, when  my  wild  mates  skim  the 

h  L  i 

blue,  And  the 

/  n  _ 

r/n  ^  7 

F» «  O 

•O 

1 

VJ  A  ^  ^  ^ 

7  ’f  r?  t 

L 

? 

F  i 

a  tempo  col  canto 

E  Cp^i- 

WTI 

f 

W  1^0  _  ^ 

i  'rir  7T 

V - tF 

\  iX ^  717 - J£ 

^  *T» 

jj 

TT  TV  T5 


17828-6 


7 


i 


Mv 


con  espress. 


lento  con 


'b  ^  •/. 


5 


£ 


r~ . "T  p 


i  r  vi 


va-  grant  strain  in  my  soul 


soars  too, 


i 


And  I 


^  7  'p.o - ~ 

«T  -7  E 


ff=f 


rT  f 


f 


<v 


XT 


XT 


ii 


1  go??  passine 


m 


f 


m 


m 


at=d. 


ft 


sing;  lest  my  heart  should _ 


Dreak 


* 


Lest 


t 


*=4=^ 


*3: 


ft 


col  canto 


nt 


\?  '  =f 

^ E: 


^3 


XT 


17828  -6 


What  do  you  see  with  your  tender  eyes, 

Little  woman  in  gray? 

Why  are  they  shadowed  like  brooding  skies, 

Or  sunbeams  gone  astray? 

“There’s  a  lad  I  see  and  a  dream  divine, 

There’s  a  girl  who  smiles  with  a  face  like  mine, 
And  there’s  song  and  laughter  and  rice  and  wdne. 
And  a  beautiful  wedding  day.” 

Why  do  you  weep  when  the  world  is  fair, 

Little  woman  in  gray  ? 

When  dreams  are  made  of  the  lightest  air, 

And  never  a  dream  can  stay? 

“’Tis  my  eyes  must  weep  when  the  love  winds 
moan, 

’Tis  my  heart  must  weep  for  the  joy  it’s  known, 
And  my  soul  must  weep,  for  he’s  all  alone, 

In  a  beautiful  far  away.  ’  ’ 

SOLO— Two  Keys  — Gordon  Johnstone 
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